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Summary: Paris, 1899. Hiccup came to write about truth, beauty, 
freedom and love. He wasn't expecting to fall in love with the 
beautiful courtesan, Merida. But one thing's for sure. The greatest 
thing they'll ever learn is just to love and be loved in return. 
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1 . Chapter 1 

**A/N: I just felt that these characters were better for the roles of 
Christian and Satine. Let's be honest, Rapunzel is not exactly 
Satine-like. So I hope you enjoy this just as much, if not more, that 
my old 'just-tangled' based one. Also this is not just a Brave and 
How To Train Your Dragon fanfic. It includes the following 
fandoms : * * 

**Brave, ** 

**Frozen, ** 

**How To Train Your Dragon,** 

**Moulin Rouge,** 

**Rise Of The Guardians, &** 

**Tangled. ** 

**Don't worry, there will be NO JELSA! But hells yeah to all the 
Jackunzel ladies reading! Or men. :D** 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own any Disney or Dreamworks 
characters . * * 



Hiccup was sitting in a corner of his apartment. A bottle of booze in 
his clutch, his head hanging in between his arms. He looked up and 
remembered what she said. 

_"Tell our story, Hiccup."_ Her beautiful voice rang in his ears. So 
he sat up. He put the bottle of alcohol on the bedside table. He 
looked over by the window. His typewriter was sitting there 
abandoned. Never used in months. The moonlight touched it, the 
machine begging to be sat at once again. Hiccup walked over to it and 
pulled the chair out to sit. He scooted the chair forward and placed 
the paper in. Hiccup chocked back the tears as he remembered 
everything. And now he was ready to write it down. 

'_The Moulin Rouge, he wrote. '_A nightclub, a dance hall, and a 
bordello. It was a place ruled over by Fergus Zidler. They called him 
the King. It was a kingdom of nighttime pleasures where the rich came 
to play with the young and beautiful creatures of the underworld. 
Hiccup sighed and continued to write no matter how the knives were 
jabbing at his heart. '_The most beautiful of all these was the woman 
I loved. Merida DunBroch. A courtesan who sold her love to men. They 
called her the sparkling diamond. And she was the star of the Moulin 
Rouge_. ' He looked out the window at the building that held such 
importance in his life. '_The woman I loved is... dead. He allowed a 
tear to slip down his face but he continued his work. He had to. '_I 
first came to Paris one year ago... It was 1899. The summer of love. I 
knew nothing of the Moulin Rouge, Fergus Zidler or Merida. The world 
had been swept up in a Bohemian Revolution and I had come to be a 
part of it as an observer yet also a participant. I had come to the 
village of Montmartre on the edge of Paris. It was not, as my father 
said "a village of sin", but the center of the bohemian world. 
Musicians, Painters, Writers, Artists of all kinds, they were callled 
the Children of the Revolution. I had come to live a penniless 
existence and to write about truth, beauty, freedom and that which I 
believed in above all things; love. There was just one problem. I had 
never been in love. It was at that moment that an unconcious man fell 
through my ceiling. . . 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N: Yay! Here we go for another weird chapter! Woohoo ! I am 
sitting at my laptop, eating a bunch of Peanut Butter Sandwich Girl 
Scout's cookies but I'm doing all I can to get this chapter done. Now 
you get to know who is who!** 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own shit!** 

Flynn Rider, a narcoleptic, had fallen through the floor in the 
apartment above Hiccup's, hanging only by a rope around his 
foot . 

'_He was quickly followed by a man with white hair dressed as a 
nun._' At that moment. Jack burst through the door. He smiled at 
Hiccup and held onto a cane. He pushed up his spectacles closer to 
his face. 

"How do you do? My name is Jackson Andre Marie Ramon Toulouse Frost 
Letrec Monf a ! " 


"What?" Hiccup barely got any of that, much less why he was in his 



apartment . 

"I'm terribly sorry about all this." Jack walked over to Flynn and 
attempted to get him down. "We were upstairs rehearsing a 
play . " 

"Wait, what?" Hiccup asked, trying to wrap his head around everything 
that was happening. 

'_A play! Something very modern called Spectacular! 

Spectacular !_' 

"And it's set it Switzerland." Jack was very enthusiastic about the 
production. Then from the hole in the ceiling, came four heads. 

"Oh, great, now that the womanizer over here is unconscious, we won't 
be able to rehearse and therefore will not be ready for Zidler 
tomorrow!" screamed out Roland, his blonde hair curling at the ends 
from stress. 

"He's right. Frost," Felix said. "I still have to finish the music. 
And don't worry, Roland, I'll fix the electric problem with the 
organ." Roland looked down to Jack for an answer. 

"We'll just find someone to read the part." Jack smiled, hopefully 
that would be enough for Roland. 

"Where in a haystack are we going to find someone that can read the 
role of a young, sensitive, Swiss, poet goat-herder?" Hiccup looked 
up at Roland. Could he have described him any better? 

'_Before I knew it, I was upstairs, standing in for the unconscious 
brunette ._' 

"The hills animate!" Felix pounded on the organ, trying to make it 
sound louder and better but it didn't do any good. "With the 
euphonious symphonies of descant!" Jack sang but it didn't sound good 
at all, no matter how long he sang the last syllable. Roland was 
getting angrier. 

"Stop! Stop! Stop! No! No! That INSUFFERABLE droning, it's drowning 
out my beautifully crafted words!" Jack took the moment to breath out 
rather than sing the obviously not well written song. "Can we please 
just stick to decorative piano? And no pounding on keys?" 

'_There seemed to artistic differences with Roland's lyrics to 
Eelix ' s song_' 

Then from the corner of the room, Ralph spoke up. 

"I don't think a nun would sing about a hill." Roland looked over at 
Ralph and glared. 

"How about, 'the hills are vital, intoning the descant'?" Eelix 
suggested . 

"No, the hills quake and shake!" Jack interrupted. Then Ralph started 
his idea. 


"No, no, no, no. The hills..." But then Elynn jumped up from the bed 



where he was resting and spouted his idea as well. 


"The hills are incarnate with symphonic melodies!" Everyone got quiet 
and looked at him. Then his eyes crossed and he fell back on the bed. 
Everyone shook their head and continued mumbling over each other. 
Hiccup stood on top of the ladder, watching them all banter. Then the 
lyrics just came to him. 

"The hills," 

"The hills," 

"Are chanting the eternal mantra!" 

"Erank is living in my foot!" 

It was getting out of control. Hiccup waved his hands to get 
attention but nothing happened. So he just sang out what came to 
mind . 

"THE HILLS ARE ALIVE!" Then everyone shut up and listened to the 
melody Hiccup provided. "With the sound of music!" No one spoke. They 
barely even breathed. Elynn jumped up for the second time but stayed 
up. He started walking over to them. 

"The hills are alive with the sound of music?" He threw up his hands. 
"I LOVE it!" Hiccup sighed. Well, one of them liked it. 

"The hills are alive, " Ralph repeated. 

"With the sound, " Jack said. 

"Of music." Eelix tested it out with the organ and it fit. "It fits 
perfectly!" He turned to face Hiccup who descended a few 
steps . 

"With songs they have sung for a thousand years ! " He sang out and 
everyone gasped. Jack was the first to actually say something when 
the rest gawked in awe. 

" Incandif erous ! " He exclaimed. Then he looked at Roland who was the 
only one not impressed. "Roland, you two should write the show 
together ! " 

"I beg your pardon?!" Roland held his hand and work over his 
chest . 

'_But Jack's suggestion that Roland and I write the show together was 
not what Roland wanted to hear._' 

"GOODBYE!" Roland yelled at the top of his lungs. Jack reached over 
onto the organ and grabbed a glass to Absinthe and toasted 
Hiccup . 

"Here's to your first job in Paris!" Jack chugged down the drink and 
Eelix pulled him into the circle with Ralph and Elynn. 

"Erost, Zidler will never agree!" Eeliz poked his head out of the 
group circle and looked at Hiccup. "No offense, but have you ever 
written anything like this before?" 



"No, " Hiccup shook his head. This was his first time writing for 
leisure but now he was supposed to turn it into a full play! Now that 
was pressure. Flynn smiled and walked over to him. 

"Ah, the boy has talent!" He went to go and put his hand on his 
shoulder but Hiccup was a bit too high on the ladder and instead, 
Flynn's hand went straight onto his groin. Hiccup gasped. "I like 
him!" Then Flynn realized where his hand was and immediately pulled 
away. He held onto his wrist as though he had been infected with 
something. "Nothing funny! I just like talent." He laughed nervously 
and they went back to the subject at hand. 

"'The hills are alive with the sound of music'! See, Felix, with 
Hiccup, we can write the truly bohemian revolutionary show that we've 
always dreamt of!" said Jack, clearly excited about having Hiccup on 
their team, as well all of them. 

"But how will we convince Zidler?" They all looked at Jack and Jack's 
eyes lit up. 

'_But Jack had a plan._' 

"Merida." They all nodded their agreement and Hiccup slowly got down 
the ladder trying to listen in. 

'_They would dress me in Flynn's best suit and pass me off as a 
famous English writer. Once Merida heard my modern poetry, she would 
be astounded and insist to Zidler that I write Spectacular! 
Spectacular! The only problem was I kept hearing my father's voice in 
my head._' 

"You'll end up wasting your life at the Moulin Rouge with a can-can 
dancer!" Stoick yelled in Hiccup's mind. They all surrounded him and 
Hiccup ran to the hole in the ground and started climbing back down 
into his own apartment. 

"I can't write the show for the Moulin Rouge!" 

"WHAT?!" They all yelled at him and crowded around the hole. 

"Why not?" Jack asked, devastated. 

"I don't even know if I am a true bohemian revolutionary." They all 
looked at each other shocked. 

"Do you believe in Beauty?" Jack asked. 

"Yes . " 

"Freedom?" Flynn asked. 

" Yes , of course . " 

"Truth?" Felix asked. 

"Well , yeah . " 


"Love?" Ralph asked. 



"Love?" Hiccup repeated. He looked at all of them. "Love, above all 
things, I believe in love. Love is like oxygen. Love is a 
many-splendored thing. Love lifts us up where we belong. All you need 
is love!" He finished his little speech about love and they all knew 
that he was the perfect one to write their play. 

"You see? You can't fool us!" They all smiled at him and Jack 
continued. "You're the voice of the children of the revolution!" 

"We can't be fooled!" They all exclaimed and pulled him back up into 
their apartment. 

"Let's drink to the new writer of the world's first bohemian 
revolutionary show!" They all got the shot glasses and lined them up 
in front of them, filling them with the hallucinogenic green 
alcohol . 

'_It was the perfect plan. I was to audition for Merida and I would 
taste my first glass of Absinthe. _' 

They all downed their green drink and then everything just happened 
in a blur for Hiccup. He looked close to the bottle and saw the fairy 
on the bottle fly off and start singing his song. 

"The hills are alive! With the sound of music." They all sang along. 
They drunkenly laughed and ran out of the balcony. They sang about 
Freedom, Beauty, Truth and Love. But all Hiccup could focus on was 
the wonderful view. The light of the Moulin Rouge lit up the sky and 
he found himself imagining what it would be like inside. They ran 
down the stairs and headed for the large and close-by building, ready 
to put their plan in motion. 

'_We were off to the Moulin Rouge. And I was to perform my 
poetry... for Merida. _' 


End 
f lie . 



